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sent to me the first singer in Turkey, with several musi-
cians. The singer chanted for an hour, in a wild, piercing
voice, devoid both of harmony and melody, a triumphant
ballad on the recent massacre of Yeli Bey and his rebel co-
adjutors. Nothing appears to me more frightful than Turkish
music; yet it produces on those who are accustomed to it
a great effect, and my room was filled with strangers,
who hastened to listen to the enchanting and exciting
strain; The Turkish music is peculiar, and different from
that of other Eastern nations. I have seldom listened to
more simple and affecting melodies than those with which
the boatmen on the Mle are wont to soothe their labours.

The dancing girls followed, and were more amusing;
but I had not then seen the Almeh of Egypt.

A week flew away at Yanina in receiving and returning
visits from pachas, agas, and selictars, in smoking pipes,
sipping coffee, and tasting sweetmeats. Each day the
Vizir, or his son, sent me provisions ready prepared from
their table, and indicated by some attention their con-
siderate kindness. There is no character in the world
higher bred than a Turk of rank. Some of these men,
too, I found intelligent, deeply interested in the politi-
cal amelioration of their country, and warm admirers of
Peter the Great. I remember with pleasure the agree-
able hours I have spent in the society of Mehemet Aga,
selictar of the Pacha of Lepanto, a warrior to whom the
obstinate resistance of Yarna is mainly to be attributed,
and a remarkably enlightened man. Yet even he could not
emancipate himself from their fatalism. For I remember,
when once conversing with him on the equipments of the
cavalry, a snbject in which he was much interested, I sug-
gested to him the propriety of a corps of cuirassiers. * A
cuirass cannot stop the ball that bears your fate/ he
replied, shrugging up his shoulders and exclaiming * Ma-